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5 The DUKE of GCORDON's Garland, 


2 


. 


7 he s 8 wu btey. 


SHE Duke i 0 


1 has three daughters, | 


Elizabeth, Margaret, and Jean; 
they would not ſtay i in bonny Caftle-pordon, 
but oY, would got to bonny Aberdeen. 


| They hl not beep i in bonny Fes, | 


a twelvemonth and a day; 
till lady Jean fell in love with Capt 


"BET 


and aye with him ſhe would g. dre. A 


Word came to the Doke of Gortong 


in the chamber where he lay, 


lady Jean has fell in love with Capt. Ogitore, 
_ | and-away with hie ſhe would _ 


<> Go ſaddle 1 me 180 black horſe, 
and you'll ride on the grey; 


ens ride 86 ee ene, 


2 where I have been many a day. 


i They were not a mile from 
a 5 ae 


bony e, 


Till 


T1 
by 


ill 


for taking to thee my daughter, 


and put on the fingle Tk 


(-3 } 


till he met with his two daughters walking 3 | A 


but away Was lady Jean. 


Where is your ſiſler, maidens, 
where is your filter now? _.. 

where is your ſiſter, maideng ,, 
that ſhe is not walking with you 2 


O pardon us, honoured father, 

O pardon us they did ſay, 
lady Jean is with Captain Ogilvie, 

and away with him ſhe would gae. 

8 

When he came to bonny Aberdeen, 

and down upon the green, 
there did he ſee Captain Ogilvie, 

training up his men, 


O woe to you Captain Ogilvie, 
and an ill death thou fhalt die, 


hanged thou ſhalt be. 


Duke Gordon bas wrote a broad letter, Wh 
and ſent. it to the king, 

to hang Captain Ogilvie, 
if ever he hang*d a man. 


will not hang Captain Ogilvie, 
for no lord that 1 ſee, 
but I'll cauſe him to put of the laced coat, 


— 


ye : 


Word came to Captain Ogilvie, | ] 
in the chamber where he lay, 

do caſt off the gold lace and ſcarlet, noe to | 
and put on che ſingle livery. l 1 
If this be for bonny Jeany Gordon, , 
this penance I'Il toke wi, | 
If this be for bonny Jeany Gordon, 5 5 0 


| all this 1 wall not dree. 


71 jean had not been married, 

not a year but three, dn 

till ſhe had a babe in every arm, | N 
another upon her knee. | 


O but I am weary of wandering, 
O but my fortune is bad, | 
ſets not the Duke of Gordon's daughter, 


to follow a ſoldier lad. 


C 
| * 
0 but I am weary of wandering, 
- + Ohutl think it lang, 
it ſets not the Duke of Gordon? 8 daughter, IX 
| 1 


do follow a ſingle man. 


When they came to the highland hills, 


cold was the froſt and ſnow,” | | 

lady jean's ſhoes they were all torn, 1c 

no "Farther could ſhe g0. 5 
Moe to the hills and mountains, . 1 


wos to the wind and rain, 


%. 


e 
My feet are ſore with going barefoot, 7 4005 
No farther am I able to gang. 7 25 


Woe to the hills and mountains, 
Woe to the froſt and ſnow, 

My feet are ſore with going harehooe, 
No farther I am able to go. 


O if I were at the glens of Foudlen, | 
Where hunting I have been, 0 

would find the way to bonny Caſtle-gbrdon, 
Without either ſtockings or ſhoon. 


When ſhe came to bonny Caſile-gordon,” Oy 
And down upon the green, | 


The porter give out a loud ſhout, 


O vonder comes Lady Jean. 


O you're welcome bonny Jeanny Gordon, 
You are a dear welcome to me, 
You are welcome dear Jenny Gordon, 
But away with your Capt. Ogilvie. 
Now over the ſeas went the Captain, | 
As a ſoldier under command, 
A meſlage ſoon followed after, 
Io dome and heir his brother's land. 


Come home you pretty Capt. Ogilvie, 2 


And heir your brother's land, 
Come home you pretty Capt. Ogilvie, 
And be Earl of N orthumberignd. 


BY 


: o!. what doesthis mean, ſays the Captain, 
Where's my brother's children three, 

They are dead and buried, 

And the lands they are read) for thee, 


- - Then, hoiſt up your ſails brave Cap Err be 


53 Let's s be jovial and free, 


PFIl to Northumberland, and heir my eſtate, 
Then my dear Jenny DES. >. "SY 


He ſoon came to Caſtle-gordon, 2 m 
And down upon the green, L 
The porter gave out a loud ſhout, 

Here comes Captain Ogilvie. N 


- You're welcome pretty Captain Ogilvie. | 

Lour fortune's advanced I hear, | 
M 
B 


No ſtranger can come unto my gates, 
That 1 do love fo dear. 


Sir, the laſt time I was at your gates, 
You would not let me in, 9 ha F. 
'm come for my wife and N 

No friendſhip elſe I claim. 


Come in, 33 Captain Ogilvie, Cy 
And drink ihe beer nt wme, 


And thou ſhalt have gold and filver, 


To count till the clock ſtrikes nine 3 


| Pil have none of your gold and filver,” Fn 
Nor none of your white money, 1 
: . IN . : g u 


e 
but I'll have bonny Jeany Gordon, 
. and ſhe ſhall go now with me. 


Then ſhe came tripping down the ſtair, 
with tears in her eye | 5 
one babe was at her foot, 
another upon her knee. 


You're welcome bonny Jeany Gordon, 
with my young family, 
mount and go to Northumberland, 
there a counteſs thou ſhalt be. f 


Newcaſtle A L E, Tune Lillaboldro 


AIR Venus, the Goddeſs of beauty and love, 
Aroſe from the froth that ſwam on the fea; 
Minerva leap'd out of the cranium of Jove, 
A coy ſullen flut as moſt authors agree; 
Bold Bacchus, they tell us, the priace of good fellows, 
Was his natural ſon, but attend to my tle! * 
For they that thus chauer, miſtake quite the matter, 
He ſprung from a barrel of Newcaltle Ale, 
8 Newcaftle Ale, boys, Newcaſtle Ale, 
No liquor oa earth is like Newcaſtle Ale. 


* 2 | 


Then having ſurvey'd well the caſk whenee he ſprung, 
And Snding it empty, diſconſolate grew; | 

He mounted aftride, ſet his A e on a bung. 
And away to the Gods and we Goddefles flew: 

But when he look'd down and ſaw the fair town, 
To pay him due. honours at likely to failz 

He ſwore, on all earth, that the place of his birth, 


Was the belt and no liquor like Neweaftle Ale, 
it Newcaſtle Ale, Boys, &c. | 


— — — . —— — — * 


| | AS” ( 890 | — 5 
Ye Doctors, who more execution have done, f 
With bolus and potion and powder and pill, 
Then hangſmen with halter, and ſoldier with gun, 
Or miſer with famine, or lawyer with qdil. 
To diſpatch us the quicker, you forbid us malt liquor, 
Till our bodies grow thin and our faces look pale, 
Obſerve them who pleaſes, what cures all diſeaſes, 
Is a comforting doſe of good Newcaſtle Ale. 
; Newcaſtle Ale, Boys, &c. | | 


Ye biſhops and deacons, prieſts, curates and vicars; 
| Come taſte and youll certainly find it is true, 
| Ther Newcaſtle Ale is the belt of ali liquors, | OY 
And who underſtands the good creature like you, 
It diſpels every vapor, ſaves pen, ink, and paper, 
For when your d ſpoſed from the pulpit to rail, 
| It will open your throats you may preach. without notes, 
When inſpired with full bumpers of Newcaſtle Ale. 
| Neweaſtle Ale, boys &c. TA 


L et each lover that talks of flames, darts and daggers, 

0 With Newcaſtle Ale ply his miſtreſs but hatd. 

| The laſs that once taſtes it will drink till ſhe ſtaggers, 
And all his palt ſervice and ſufF rings reward, | 

1 He may turn her, and twiſt het, and do what he liſts, Sir, 

1 Kaßgte her but briſkly he ſoon muſt prevail 

Pill fill the glaſs often, for nothing can ſoften, 

| The heart of a woman like Newcaftle Ale. 

| Newcaſtle Ale Boys, Newcaſtle Ale. | 

= No liquor on earth is like Newgaſtie Ale. 
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